A REMARKABLE OR HARROWING PORTENT When I say it's about science fiction, my main fear is that whomever is asking will take away some idea of a retelling of the same old tales with an outer space backdrop, perhaps with a robot sidekick and some odd forehead prosthetics. While maybe not so far off when it comes to the content of my prints, it ignores what is for me the most exciting aspect of science fiction(SF): a willing suspension of disbelief combined with the freedom to speculate on and invent ethics or experiences that are just emerging and those that have yet to occur. SF has a decent track record for predicting the future. Jules
Verne imagined traveling to the moon, Aldous Huxley imagined genetic engineering, Arthur C. Clarke envisaged virtual reality, and Stanislaw Lem foresaw the e-book. These are not true cases of prediction or prophecy however, just cases of things coming to pass. More exciting is that by the time these events or developments arrive, society has already digested or grown accustomed to processing their effects or implications thanks to a shared fictional narrative.
In Frankenstein; or, the Modern Prometheus, arguably the first true science fiction story, Mary Shelley imagines a scientist using modern experimentation to create life, only to be horrified by his creation. Her story on the ethics of reanimation was based on experiments at the time by Luigi Galvani, who used electricity to jump-start muscles in dead frogs. there is a substrate or platform through which an intentional system can experience and interact, whether it be a synthetic body or virtually through some kind of software. These ideas are gaining traction, and promise to do so as long as people hate dying.
Currently, no computers rival the processing power of our meatmachines, and we are far from any sort of cognitive holism when it comes to the mind. Equally, my work is science fiction for science fiction's sake.
Like printmaking and punk, the genre has its own subculture rich in community, ephemera, shared knowledge and a specific language. These genres can be intimidating to the uninitiated but I see them as
having, even in their most overly technical, abrasive, or fantastic forms, as having an inherent verisimilitude. Since their inception, they have always belonged to all of humanity.
My stories are told not through a program on a holodeck, by uploading into wetware, or with a fully immersive virtual game, but through the static form of woodcut. The grain of the wood, repetition of marks and the general features of the process make for imagery that feels naturally evolved, and though the subject matter is that of synthetic beings experiencing connection and disconnection, the 
